KABLOONA
'Hadn't you better begin arranging to get back to Perry
River?5
1 can't do that/ I said, 'until Fve had a little time with the
Eskimos at Pelly Bay.5
A troubled look came into his eyes. Tm afraid/ he said
slowly, 'that's going to be hard. It's really a problem, you know,
setting to Pelly Bay. Nobody round here has any grub	'
1 know/ I broke in. Til trade foxes when I get there. The
Pelly Bay natives have all the seal anybody can want.'
CI don't know/ said Gibson dubiously; and I broke in again.
"'Look here/ I said. el want very much to go to Pelly Bay.
If you know any reason why I shouldn't try it, please tell me
what it is.*
cNot at all, not at all. I just thought you might have some
trouble getting there and back.'
The more he objected, the stronger grew my determination
to go to Pelly Bay. This Post life was beating me down, I was
growing thinner and more fretful each day, and the trail, I
thought, would cure me. Gibson, seeing my obstinacy, ceased
to oppose me — or to warn me, as he must have felt he was
doing. We were in January, and I should have to wait for the
full moon, — there being as yet no sun to light the way in this
month. The Pelly Bay Eskimos were long overdue, for they
caine ordinarily at Christmas time. I had made up my mind
to get hold of Utak and pay him whatever he asked (in foxes)
to take me there. Meanwhile, I roamed morosely round the
Post, wondering when Utak would turn up and when I could
get out of this cursed stifling atmosphere.
On the I5th of January, Gibson and I were sitting round the
stove at ten in the evening, I more gloomy than ever. The wind
was high and the night had been pitch black for hours. Sud-
denly Tutiak rushed in to report that a sled was coming up the
ridge, Gibson went out, and in a moment he was back.
'You're in luck/ he said. 'It's the sled from Pelly Bay.'
Dear old Paddy! In a flash all the rancour of weeks died out
of my heart.
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